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What to make of this. 


Author's Notes: 
A couple weeks prior to Super Collider\'s release, the boys posted photos of themselves signing the inserts of 


the CDs. | thought it\'d be cute if they did it at Dave\'s with pizza and snacks and a game of poker. 


"All right, my house, seven o'clock Everybody's in, right?" 

"Yeah, I'l be there" 

Me, too." 

"Count me in" 

The redhead smiled at his bandmates. "Bring a change of clothes or whatever. We'll probably be up all night" 


"You got everything you need?" 


"Everything." 


"All right, then. Ill help you load these up." Chris grasped the handle of the hand cart and tipped it back. He 


wheeled the boxes out to the trunk of Dave's car. 


Dave arranged a bro night at his house where the band would sit around and sign the inserts for the their CD. 
He insisted on it as a way to get the signing out of the way and have a night to themselves before the 
craziness of the tour started up. The wife and kids were out of the house so they could just hang around and 
be themselves. He stocked the fridge with beer and water and whatever else the non-drinkers wanted. Made 
sure the coffee machine was ready to go. He had a cupboard full of junk food and the pizza place on speed dial. 
He showered and put on a fresh t-shirt and basketball shorts. Then decided against the shorts instead for a 
pair of tight jeans. And since he was wearing jeans, he changed his shirt for a much tighter t-shirt, one that 
showed off his arms and chest. A lesson he learned from Chris. Why was he so interested in looking good for 


his friends who were only coming over to eat and drink? 
When the doorbell rang, he felt a nervous energy swirl around him. Opening the door, he found all three men 
standing on his stoop. One carried a backpack over one shoulder. One had a large duffle and one carried a bag 


and a case of Sharpies. 


"| got silver just in case we decided not to use the black" He explained. David, always thinking. "We can try one 


and see how it looks." 

"Come in! You can toss your bags upstairs in the guest room if you want. | got a lot of sleeping bags and shit 
in the family room. | set up the card table if we want to get a game of poker going later. We can also use it 
for the signing. | think the felt will make it easy on our hands and such. Who wants a beer? Shawn?" 

"Sure, pop me one." 

"Junior and Chris, coffee, right?" 


"Yes, please." 


"Gonna order pizza in a little bit. Ive got a pantry full of food here otherwise. Just check it out and help 


yourself. | even got you cookies, Junior." 


The other man smiled as he helped himself to the coffee. "Thanks, but | think | need to be off cookies for a 
while. l'm getting a gut." 


"| think you look great." Dave gave him a meaningful glance before he turned to Shawn "Let's get started on 


that beer." 


David scowled and glanced at Chris, who shrugged his shoulders. 


Half an hour later, the four were sitting around the poker table, passing the inserts around and signing their 


names. They seemed to have gotten through very little of them when Dave stood up. 
"Who needs a refill?" 
All three of the others mumbled ‘yes’ and kept on working. 


Another few minutes passed and the pizza arrived. The room was then filled with the sounds of four hungry 
men plowing through the hot, delicious pizza. 


David wordlessly got up and cleared away the empty bottles and cans. "More for everyone? Dave, soda this 
time?" 


"Nope, good with the beer." 

"Are you sure?" 

The older man smiled. "Yeah, l'm sure." 

David counted in his head. Five. Dave was on beer number five and soon, he was going to have to put his foot 
down and cut the man off in his own house. Well, he would. He'd do it if he had to and he was sure his friend, 
volatile as he was in the past, would calmly surrender this time. That was the thing with Dave this go round. 
He was a pussy cat. Always seeking David's opinion and approval and advice, always putting his friends and band 
mates and crew first. At this stage in their lives, it was exactly what David wanted from Dave. Easy like 
Sunday morning. 

When he returned and set the bottle in front of the redhead, David said, "Last one, okay?" 

"You're the boss." He replied with a smile. 

They got back to business and in another hour, they finished the boxes that Dave had brought home. The men 
pushed away from the table and all flopped onto Dave's large sectional sofa He picked up the remote to the 
stereo and found the rock station 

"Whose idea was it to sign a bunch of CDs in one night?" Shawn complained, rubbing his hands together. 

"Mine." 

“Smart thinking, cripple your drummer." 


"Oh, toughen up, you wimp." Chris punched the drummer's shoulder. 


"Hello! Arms are important here!" 


"You guys do this stuff when you were younger?" Chris asked David. 
"Sure, but it was a lot less. One box instead of ten" The bassist laughed. 
"| don't remember signing inserts like this before the record came out" 
"Course you don't!" David laughed even more. 


The other two giggled under their breath and even Dave laughed softly, obviously remembering less sober, 


more irresponsible times. 

"Tell us more war stories." Shawn said. 

"No! We are not opening the vaults tonight" Dave abruptly stood. "I have other plans." And boy, did he. 
"Come on, David. Tell us embarrassing stories about Dave." 

David grinned and looked up at the redhead standing in front of him. 

"Junior, don't you do it! He mockingly gave his friend a scowl. 

"Your bitch face doesn't work on me anymore, my friend" 

"Anymore?" Chris caught. 

"Ancient history." David grinned and patted his friend's knee. "Right, Dave?" 

"Ancient" He half-heartedly repeated. 

"Okay, this is probably the beer talking but come on, you guys. Tell us what really happened." 


"No" The redhead all but whispered. His eyes drifted to those warm caramel eyes he missed so much and the 


two Daves shared a smile. 

The redhead had to tear his gaze from the bassist and leave the room. 
"David, he okay?" Chris asked, 

"Yeah, | didn't mean to upset him or anything." Shawn said quietly. 


"He's okay." The older man reassured his friends. 


"Um, honestly, no judgment but did you and he..?" 
David smiled sadly. "No. No, never." 


The singer's mood seemed to brighten when he held up a deck of cards in one hand and a large, clear bottle in 


the other. "Choose. Poker or spin the bottle." 

"Spin the bottle, Dave?" 

"Yeah, Electra says this is what you do at a slumber party. So pick" 

"Poker." 

"Poker." 

"Poker." 

"Spin the bottle, it is!" Dave dropped the cards on the table and slid to his knees on the carpet. "Get down here. 
The rules are simple. You spin the bottle and if it lands on you, you can choose to tell the truth to a question 
or spend five minutes in the closet with the person who spun. I'll spin first.” 

The other three laughed nervously and glanced at each other. 

"GET DOWN HERE!" The redhead yelled. 

He spun, it landed on Chris. 

"Truth." Said the brunette. 

"Okay. Do you wear underwear under your jeans during shows?" 

"No." 

"See? Easy enough. Chris, your spin" And Dave slid the bottle over to the guitarist. 

Shawn leaned into David. "This is fucked up." 

"Don't worry. Just pick truth each time." 

The bottle landed on David. He surprisingly looked at it and then at Chris, who grinned. 


"Truth" 


"Did you and Dave ever accidentally touch penises?" 
"No." David answered quickly. 
"That was way too quick an answer!" 


cause iT was easy. Ine answer is no, we never accidenta oucned penises. Ne exchanged a quick glance 
"Be t y. Th dentally touched p " He exchanged a quick gl 


with the redhead. 

"| saw that!" Shawn pointed at Dave. 

"Next." Was all he said. 

David took the bottle and spun it. It landed on Dave. 
"Truth." 


David studied his face for a long time. There were so many things he wanted to ask. "Do you ever regret any 


of it?" 


The two younger men exchanged glances and waited with baited breath to hear Dave's response to the veiled 


question 
Dave swallowed and lowered his gaze to the fingers that were picking at the carpet. "Yes." He said quietly. 


Without so much as a pause, David passed the bottle to his leader. In an unsurprising turn of events, when he 
spun, it landed on David. 


"Truth." 

"Do you?" Was all the singer said. 

"Yeah." 

"Okay, what are you two talking about?" Chris asked. 
"Nothing. He knows." David said softly. 


"Okay, enough spin the bottle" Shawn picked it up and stood up. "Poker. And before anybody gets any weird 


ideas, no to strip poker!" 


"For money?" 


"Nope, for peanut MMs" David smiled He remembered when he and Dave would play poker for Dave's 
favorite candy on the bus. 


"You saw the gigantic bag in the pantry, didn't you?" 

He nodded. "I'll go get it” 

David was in the pantry when the door opened and Dave stepped in 

"Hey, still want to play, right?" The shorter man grinned. 

"Junior?" 

"What?" 

"You asked me if | had any regrets." 

"And you said yes." 

"But not for the reason you think" 

"What?" 

"Hey, you guys?" Shawn wandered into the kitchen 

Dave rolled his eyes and turned away from David. 

"Dave..2" 

‘I'm sorry.” And he turned to leave. 

Once David returned to the family room with the bowl of MMs in hand, Chris began shuffling the cards. 
Eventually, Dave had the entire bowl of MMs in front of him. The other three had nothing left. 
"Glad we didn't play for money." Shawn muttered. 

Chris yawned. "What the hell time is it?" 

‘It's after three." 


"That's it. l'm packing it in Goodnight, fellas." Chris stood and stretched. 


"Yeah, me too." 
"Look at these lightweights." said Dave with a shake of his head. 


"Well, this one is up at the ass crack of dawn and in the gym every morning. | don't know what that one's 


excuse is." 


"If | had known you fuckers were going to gang up on me all night, | would have stayed home. | can get this 


kind of abuse from my wife." 
"That's how you like it, then?" Chris smirked. 
"Wouldn't you like to know?" 


Dave and David cleared off the table while Shawn and Chris moved over to the sectional and spread out the 
sleeping bags. 


David picked up the empty bottles and cans and coffee mugs while Dave put away the cards and picked up the 
bowl of candy. The two of them moved slowly into the kitchen. David purposely avoided meeting Dave's glances, 
unsure of what the redhead was going to say, if anything. He turned toward the cupboard under the sink to 
find the recycling bin when he nearly walked right into Dave. 

| need to say something to you." He whispered low enough so that other, prying ears would not hear. 

"Nah, you don't." The younger man smiled warmly. "I know." 


"Too much time has passed when | should have said it" 


"Look, thirty years, Dave. We've seen and done it all. Sometimes twice, just for fun" He laughed softly. "If you 
want to go back and do those things again, just ask" 


"Will you?" 

"For you? Absolutely. But tell me, what did you regret?" 
"| regret never telling you how | felt: 

"You never had to. | knew" 

"What did you regret?" 


"Ah, my dear friend. You know what | regret" 


Their eyes caught each other in a long, meaningful stare. 
Dave laughed softly then. "Never accidentally." He recalled out loud. 


"| didn't lie." David said with a mischievous grin. 


